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On the DEATH of the 


COUNTESS of SUNDERLAND. 


By 15 G& Gent 


Quod fi Thr hreicio 2 Orpheo 
Auditam moderere arboribus fidem, 
Non vane redeat ſanguis imagini. Hor. 
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On the DEATH of the 


COUNTESS of SUNDERLAND. 


E preſent to my Aid, ye heav'nly Quire! 1 
And ſoft expreſſive Sounds of Grief inſpire; 1 

Whilſt I in lofty Strains attempt to Mourn, 

And conſecrate a Verſe to Spencer's Urn: 

A Verſe that far as her fair Fame may fly, 

And force a Tear from late Poſterity! 


5 i 4 
And Thou, Thrice - hallow d Shade! whoſe willing, 


Did thoughts Divine into thy Soul infule, 
Whoſe tuneful Lyre till lent its ready Strings 
To ſing in mighty Numbers mighty Things; 
Low at thy facred Shrine I proſtrate fall, 

( Spencer my Theme, a TOO $ Aid 1cll:). 
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| Inſtruct me, Bard rever'd! who beſt canſt teach 
Thhe Path to Heighths which thou alone couldſt reach; 
Safe in thy Conduct, fearleſs will I Soar, 

. And t tem 4 On gal untrod before. 


1 big in Hope the F lebt Ir, 
| Mount oer the Clouds, and gain the nether Sky; 
Support me Power! Oh rein the winged Steed, 
Preſcribe his Bounds, and moderate his Speed. 
r Guide thou my Pen, approve my juſt Deſign, 
* Breath in each ee and 2 ev * Line. 


Say, Muſe! Where firſt ſhall I "EW the Turk. 

That would the Toil of endleſs Ages ask? 
| What firſt attempt to Praiſe, when ev'ry 980 

Blooms i in the Eye, and raviſhes the Heart? 

Say, ſhall I trace her through each Scene of Life, 

| The ſpotleſs Virgin, and the faultleſs Wife ? 

| Attend her to the laſt fad Hour, and paint 

The living Wonder, and the dying Saint? 

Thence form a Pattern to remoteſt Climes, 

And teach Pe: rfection to ſucceedin g Times! 


Attend ye Nymphs, whom Beauty bids be Gay, 
Nor view unmov'd the Picture I diſplay; 
Would 


19 
Would you be all as Lovely as you ſeem, 
Learn from my Verſe to Copy from my Theme. 
Read here, and reading, Mourn her early Fate, 
And mourning, Envy not but Emulate. 


Nature on her imploy d her chiefeſt Care, 
And form'd her an Example to the Fair: 
Gave us her utmoſt Efforts to behold, 
And caſt the Figure in her faireſt Mold; 
With the white Lilly mix'd the bluſhing Roſe, 
And bid them in her Cheeks their Charms diſcloſe, 
With borrow'd Luſtre from each other ſhine, 
And each from each contract an Air divine! 
But, when ſhe came to view the finiſh'd Piece, 
And thought to mend what might be found amiſs, | 
Long on the new Created F orm ſhe gaz, d, of 
Admir'd with Tranſport, and with Wonder prais d: 
Conſcious the perfect Work was her's alone, 
Amaz'd, ſhe own'd ſhe had her ſelf outdone; 
Then laugh'd to think how future Bards would ftrain 
The Dregs and Squeezings of a fruitleſs Brain, 
To paint, in Water-colours at the beſt; : 
The Beauties Paphos Goddeſs ne'er;-poſleſt! 


Here 
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Here Virtue had her Aid with Nature n 
That the frail Charms which are to Fleſh confin d 
Might Shine more bright by Graces of the Mind: 
Theſe all, ſhe knew, were deſtin d to Decay, 

And Youth and Beauty vaniſh in a Day; 
But join'd in one Celeſtial Sphere they move, 
And lift the Mortal to the Seats above. 
So when the Streams which near proud Troy aroſe, 
ke Tame and Iiir, one kind one p choſe, 
6 -  Thelittle Currents which is ignobly flow'd, 
| Nameleſs before, without their Genial God, 
= "United now remain obſcure no more, Taba. 
* But roll renown'd * FCamandbrs Shore. | 


— 


Nov Muſe * Horrors of * Tale prepare, 
Nor here refuſe, ye Nymphs! a pitying Tear, 
To ſe this Sun, which late fo lovely ſhone, 
Stopt in its Courſe, and Setting ere its Noon; 
Too rigid Fate! when one fad Breath muſt tell 

| How WT it Roſe, and how EY Fell. 


Let not ic china done your Pity move; 
"This godlike Pattern may your Hearts improve: 


L 8-4] 

O View, Contemplate, Imitate, Admire! 

Let gen'rous Ardours ev'ry Breaft inſpire. 

Behold her midſt of Agonies reſign d, 

Attend her Doom with an undaunted Mind: 

The fears of Death with pleaſing Hopes beguile: 

He ghaſtly Grins, ſhe anſwers with a Smile; 
Impatient of Delay expects the Change, 

And longs through Regions unexplor'd to range. 

Thus Virtue, tho from Death it cannot fave, 
Prepares and fits us to embrace the Grave, 
Protracts our Views, and opens to the Sight 


A diſtant Proſpect full of new Delight: 


Eager to graſp the tempting Prize, the Soul 
Smiles at the Gulph between, and ruſhes to the Goal. 


| But ſee, diſtracting Cares invade her Breaſt, 
The Soul ſtopt ſhort, juſt haſt ning to its Reſt. 

A gen'rous Strife now kindles in her Mind, N 
5 


5 Anxious ſhe ſeems, and half to Life inclin'd, 
In pity to the World ſhe leaves behind. 

Now grieves ſhe muſt her tender Lord forſake, | 

5 Aud taſte a Joy that he may not ee | 


_ 


| ©: ns 
5 Fer blooming Offspring now Compaſſion move, 

The living Pledges of their mutual Love! 

A while in pious Doubt ſhe ſeem d to wait, 

But her Reſolves were obſtinate as Fate: 
The Soul remain'd unalterably bent, 
| Thoughts might perplex but,chang'd not her [ntent. 
So when ſome Current Icy Fetters bind, | 
The Surface only feels it ſelf confin'd; 2 
Silent below the Waters peaceful move, | 
Glide on ſerene, nor know the Change above. 


Juſt as her Soul did for its Flight prepare, if 
Ihe lovely Orphans claim'd a Mother's Care; 25 
She would have pray d, but Speech was now deny'd, 

And on her Tongue the fault ring Accents dy d. 


- Look down on thele, ſhe cry'd, and let them be--- 


Death caught the Word---and Heav'n reply d, as bleſt 
Now everlaſting Slumbers ſeal her Eyes, as thee. 
And her pure Soul aſcends its native Skies. g. 
Forbcar, my Muſe; in vain thy Tears are ſhed; 
Tears nought avail, nor * recall * Dead. 


Oh! rather then. the yourhful Ni chear, 
(The youthful Mourners, Heav'ns peculiar Care 1) 
Comfort 


7 1 


Comfort their Sbrrows, teach them to ſuſtain 4 
That ſtroke of Fate which to reſiſt were vain. - 
Long may they Live, mature in ev ry Charm, 
Strike ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Fancy warm; 
Let Art and Nature join their Forms to grace, L 
And call the Mother th! in ev'ry Face; 4 
Io them may Heav'n impart thy Virtues too, 
And teach them thy Example to purſue, 
Thy bright Perfections into each transfuſe, =_ 
And make thy Race the Theme of ev'ry Mule.” 


Feet ſhould they with an equal Luſtre "RY | 
Live o'er thy Life, and copy ev ry Act of thine, 
Alas! permit us to lament our Fate, 
To loſe ſo ſoon what Heav'n beſtow d fo late! 
Are then our Crimes to ſuch a Meaſure grown 
They need a ſecond Saviour to attone? 
Muſt we ſo fair a Sacrifice reſign? 
Will Innocence alone appeaſe the Wrath divine? 
But Heavn commands, and Man muſt not repine: d) 
Raſh Mortals muſt not tax the Pow'rs immenſe, 8 
And ſeek for Cau les chat 8 urpals their ſen le. 5 
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